

Will leaue the Frencl^and deaue vnto our Kin<% 

For (Fame yce Peeres of England ftiffernot 
Y our felues,your henours,atid your Land to fall: 

But with r#folued thoughts bcatcbacke the French 
And free the land from yoke of feruitude. 

Sahf. Philip not fo, Lord Lewis is our King. 

And we will follow him vnto the death. ° 

Pand. Then in the name of Innocent the Pope, 

I curfethe Prince and all that take his part. 

And excommunicate the rebel! Peeres, 

As traytors to the King and to the Pope. 

Lew. Tswdu/ph, our fwordsfloal blcfleourfeluesagfn- 
Prepare thee /c/;»,Lords follow me your King. Exeunt 
John. Accurfed/o/;» the Diuell owes thee fhamc, 
RefiftingRomc, oryeelding to thePope, all’s one. 
The DiuelItakethePope,the Peeres, and France; 
Sh?me be my fhare for yeelding to the Prieft. 

Tand. Comfort thy felfe King Iokr., the Cardinall goes 
Vponhis curfet© make them leaue their armes. Exit. 

Comfott my Lord, and curfe the Cardinal!, 

Betake your felfe to armes, my troupes arc preft 
To anfwer Lewis with a lufty (hockc: 

The English Archers haue their quiuers full. 

Their bo wes are bent,thc pikes are preft to pufh: 

Good cheerc my Lord,King \Richards fortune hangs 
V pon the plume of warlike e 'Phtltps helme. 

Then let them know his brother and hisfonne 
Areleadcrsof theEnglifhmen araimes. 

1 ohn. Philip 1 know not how to anfwer thecj 
But let vs hence.to anfwer Lewis p ride. 

Excursions. Enter Meloun with Englifb Lords. 

t , G i am flame, Nobles, Salisbury fPembrtokc) 

My fouic is charged, hearc me.- for what I fay 
Con cern.cs the Peeres of England, and their State, 

Liflen 



I iflcn,braneLords,a fearfull mourning tale 
j'o be deliuered by a man o r death. 

Pehold thefc fearres the doleof bloudy i. Mars 
Ere harbingers from natures common foe, 

Chios this tranche to Tellus prifon-houfe; 

Lffo charter (Lordings) lafleth not an houre; 

And fearfull thoughts forerunners of my end, 

Bids me giue Phiflcke to a fickly foule, 

O Peeres of England, know you what you doe? 

There’s but a hay re that funders you from harme. 

The hooke is baited, and the traine is made, 

And (imply you run doting to your deaths. 

But left l dye and leaue my talevntolde, 

With filence flaughteringfobraue a crew. 

This f atterre, if Lewis win the day. 

There’s not an Englifhman that lifts his hand 
Againft King I ohn toplanttheheireof France, 

But is already damnd to cruell death. 

Iheassd it vow’djmy felfe amongftthereft 
Swore on the Altar ay de to this Edi ft. 

Two caufcs Lords, makes me difplay this drift. 

The greateft for the freedome of my foule, 

That longs to leaue this manfion free from guilt 
Tlicother on a naturall inftinft, 

F.or tlntmyGrandfire was an Engliftiman. 

Mi'fdoubt not Lords the truth of my difeourfe, 

No frenzic nor no brainfitke idle fit, 

But well aduis’d, and wotting what [ fay. 

Pronounce I here before the face of heausn, 

That nothing rs difeouerrd but a truth* 

Tis time to flye,fubmit your felues to Iohn t 
The fmilcs of France fhadc in the frownes of death. 
Liftvp yourfwords, turne face againft the French, 
Expel! the yoke thars framed for your necks. 

Backe warremen, backc, imbowcll not the clime, . 

Your feate,y our nurlV, your birthdaies brcathmgplace. 

That 
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